And all the green sea-water
Climbed steep Into the boat;

Back to the shore again
Sail they -will not.

Drowned is the sailorman?

Drowned is sweet Jenny s
And drowned in the deep sea

A bright silver penny.

"WILD   ARE   THE   WAVES
Wild are the waves when the wind blows;
But fishes in the deep
Live in a world of waters9
Still as sleep.
Wild are the skies when "Winter
Roars at the doors of Spring;
But when his lamentation's lulled
Then sweet birds sing.
THE   SHELLFISH
Here I saw the mist roll inland
Where the green brakes cease to stand,
Where the meadows turn to marshes
And the marshes change to sand;
\Vhere the wash of mighty waters
Sliding back from off the shore
Sends a curious moaning echo
Mingling strangely with the roar.
Here I thought I heard the shellfish
As they danced in boisterous glee
Come by scampering, rejoicing
Mid the beating of the sea.